
'Pericles Prince of Tyre? 

Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

T is well Miftris, your choife agrees with mine^ 

I like that well : nay how abfolute fhee’s in it. 

Not minding whither I diflike or no. 

Well, I doe commend her choyfe, and will no longer 
•Have it be delayed : foft, heere he comes, 

I mult diffembleit. 

Kntcr Pericles', 

‘T-Vr. All fortunes to the good Simonides'. 

King. To you as much : Sir, I am beholding to you* 
For your fweet muficke this lafl: night : 

I doe proteft, my eares were never better fed 
With fuchdelightfullpleafing harmony. J 
Per. it is your Graces pleafareto commend , 1 i 
Notmydefert. 

King. Sir, you are Mufickes Maffer. 

Peg. The worft of all her feholiers (my good lord 
bet me aske you one thing; 

;W hat doe you thinke o f my a aupnter.fir ? 

Per g A moll vertuous Princeffe. J 
King , And {bee’s faire too, is £he not ? 

Per. As a faire day in Summer, wotCSrous faire. 

_ r ltl g Sir, my Daughter thinkes very well of youi ■' 

^ io well, that you muft be her Mafter, J ' 

And {bee will be your Scholler, therefore looke to it.' 
ler. l am unworthy to be her Schoole-mafter. 

Tistl 

— w imv, my ijn; ; 

Un ieeke notto intrap me gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftreffed gentleman, * 

BuSSS£S^” daUSht8i 

F(r ' By tbc §°d? I have not ; never did thought 



Pericles Prince of Tyre? 

Of my levy offence ; nor never did my aftions 
yet commence, a deed might gaine her love. 

Or your diipleafure. 
t King, Traitor, thou Iyeft. 

Per, Traitor ? 

King, ^traitor.' \ 

Per, Even in his throate, nnleffe it be a King, 

That cals me traitor, I returne the lie. 

King. Now by the gods I doe applaud his courage^ 

Per - -My aftions are as noble as my thoughts. 

That never relli&t of a bafe difeent s. 

I came unto your Court for honours caufe, 
l And not to be a Rebell to her ftate : 
f A™ ^ that otherwife accounts of me, 

I is /word {hall proove, hee’s honours enemie. 

i *. mg. No ? here comes my daughter, {be can witneffe W 

K'/ltCr T hrfffd. 

er * Then as you are as vertuous, as faire* 
r Kefolveyour angry father, if my tongue 
Did ere : foliate, or my hand fubferibe 
I To any fillable that made love to von > 

1 Ant c h ’td W ‘’° tak “ 

! ? 






' [MowyourioveftiyS’So., 

fecke notto irtod me .ran™, T.v*rf Hpon.ftranger? who Yor o4ftr know’ 

jJK? «> Moud as I my felfe. >■> 

' v« wm to mlr m j‘ lreir ?’ cither 
Ether be rul’d by ie or 111 you ’ 
Man and wife . 1 c ^heyotu — 

g\c And lips 111110- A r come y°ur hands 
Of a -ips nuift lealejt too : and being joyn^' 


Add, el 


’Afide\ 
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